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If there's not a letter I'll run away. If there is a letter Til
run wherever the letter says \ They always have tea at six and I
can run away then. I heard what Old Funky said to you—
every word—about 'legal' and 'lawful' and all that. But I don't
care about 'legal,' and 'lawful.' If you haven't a woman I'll
be your woman. I'm a grown-up girl. I'm not a child. You
heard Old Funky say what a good figure I have. I'm not mad
either, though they think I'm mad. I can be your woman as well
as another, for I know what men want and I won't say a word.
Yeovil, mind! And I'll go to the post-office and I'll run wherever
the letter says. No one shall stop me! If there's no letter I'll
disappear; but there will be a letter, there will, there will be a
letter!"
The tone in which she uttered this final appeal gave Dud a
particular kind of twinge, a twinge that he had not had since a
garrulous nurse told him Mona had died calling for him to
come and thinking he was afraid to come.
But now they both stopped and stared at each other. There
were voices outside. The girl jumped to her feet with the leap
of a wild animal, and her eyes grew round again.
But Dud's good angel gave him an inspiration. "For Christ's
sake," he whispered, while they heard someone coming hastily
up the steps, "tell me your name!"
Her eyes twitched and a scowl of anger distorted her face.
For a moment he thought she was too angry to answer. But
she did get the words out, "Wizzie Ravelston," she mur-
mured as if she were tearing the syllables out of her bosom
and handing them to a bandit. Then she turned away and with
the cunning of a wild animal flung herself down on the bed.
Here they found her, lying with her face to the wall, when the
old man and the old woman entered together.
"It's no good, I can't get this girl to utter a word," pronounced
Dud, in a stern authoritative voice, as if he were at least a
Royal Commissioner. "So I am afraid I shall not be able to
make a complaint this time—to the proper authorities. But
I can assure you that if you don't treat this poor girl	"
He stopped and turning his back on them, contemplated for a
second the form on the bed.
"Good-bye, Wizzie," he swore to himself, "and if I don't
meet you in Yeovil may I die howling 1"
He moved to the caravan door, turning a deaf ear to both the

